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EDITORIAL 

Long  ago  the  first  Christmas  began 
with  the  bringing  of  gifts  to  Mary,  to  her 
son  the  Christ  child,  wrapped  in  swaddling 
clothes  and  lying  in  a  manger,  outside 
Bethlehem.  From  that  time  down  through 
the  years,  that  day  has  been  celebrated  all 
over  the  world.  It  is  a  day  set  aside  for 
worship  and  thanks  to  Christ  in  the  giv- 
ing and  receiving  of  gifts  in  a  spirit  of 
love  and  friendship — as  was  the  spirit  of 
the  Wise  Men  who  brought  their  offerings 
to  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  Savior.  Perhaps 
we  have,  in  recent  years,  considered 
Christmas  a  time  for  feasting,  extrava- 
gance and  gayety,  forgetting  too  much  the 
real  significance  of  the  day.  But  this  year 
it  will  be  of  a  certainty  a  time  of  worship. 
Now,  when  our  nation  and  nations  all  over 
the  world  are  engaged  in  strife,  we  have 
much  for  which  to  pray. 

lt  is  true  that  again  there  will  be  many 
empty  places  around  the  festive  tables; 
many  for  the  first  time  will  be  absent  from 
'round  the  traditional  Christmas  tree. 
Young  men  and  women  serving  in  the 
armed  forces  will  be  away,  at  camps  here 
in  the  United  States,  or  on  some  distant 
battle  front ;  many  are  working  so  far  away 
that  they  cannot  get  home,  and  still  others 
are  in  hospitals,  unable  to  be  at  home.  So 
many  people  away  necessarily  makes  for 
sorrow,  but  we  must  for  them,  and  for 
those  still  at  home,  make  this  a  Merry 
Christmas. 

Yes,  that  is  why  they're  out  there  fight- 
ing and  dying — so  that  we  can  always  cele- 
brate Christmas.  They  have  not  forgotten 
what  Christmas  is  like,  and  they're  going  to 
want  letters  from  home  filled  with  the 
holiday  spirit  and  activities.  That  spirit 
has  not  changed,  and  never  will.  That  is  the 
reason  they're  out  there  winning  this  bat- 
tle! So  to  all  of  you,  a  very  Merry  Christ- 
mas! 


GULF   PARK 


Awards    the   Palm 


HONOR   ROLL 

For  the  First  Quarter  Ending  en   November  4,    1944 

To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-hour  course  or  one-unit  course,  and 
no  grade  below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between 
B  and  B  plus.  The  student's  course  of  study  must  be  the 
equivalent  of  at  least  15  hours  or  3%  units,  including 
physical  education. 

A  minimum  grade  of  C  in  physical  education  and  B  in  de- 
portment is  allowed. 

A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours  or 
4V4  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  41^  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  that  she  may  be 
taking. 

ALL  A's  FOR  THE  FIRST  QUARTER 

Duffy,  Shelia 


Blaw,  Betty  Lee 
Bohlinger,    Hazel 
Bryan,   Ethel 
Carp,  Sylvia 
Chapin,  June 
Chappell,    Nancy 
Coleman,  Betty  Jean 
Cooke,    Nelwyn 
Cooper,   Charlotte 
Cowherd,  Ruth  Jean 
Craver,  Anne 
Culley,  Frances 
Duffy,  Shelia 
Eich,  Lois 

Evans,   Mary  Winborne 
Finch,   Rita 
Gibson,    Betty 


HONOR  ROLL  FOR  FIRST  SEMESTER 

Goidel,  Alda 
Gray,   Ruth 
Hand,   Barbara 
Harreld,  Jeanne 
Harris,   Virginia 
Hess,  Mary  Allen 
Holtz,   Peggy 
Hume,   Louise 
Kain,  Alice 
Macintosh,  Barbara 
Marr,  Judy 
Mason,  Ann 
McArdle,   Adrienne 
Meek,  Adrienne 
Moore,  Marjorie 
Olson,   Emogene 
Poch,  Marian 


Pounds,  Doris 
Probert,    Lyle 
Quisenberry,  June 
Resor,  Anne 
Robin,  Gene 
Robinson,  Alice 
Stegeman,   Helen 
Sternberg,  Mary  Jo 
Stevenson,   Barbara 
Sunderlin,  Marilyn 
Taylor,  Peggy 
Thomas,   Marilyn 
Thompson,   Betty  Ann 
Thompson,   Gene 
Turley,   Mary  Jane 
Wharton,   Mary 
Willett,  Ruth  Lloyd 
Williamson,   Eugenia 


The  Night  Before  Christmas     All's  Well  That  Ends  Well 


"T'was  the  night  before  Christmas,"  I 
chanted,  "and  all  through  the  house,  not 
a  creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a  mouse." 
Standing  in  front  of  our  huge,  green 
Christmas  tree,  I  was  giving  my  yearly 
recitation  to  an  audience  of  doting  relatives, 
who  gazed  up  at  me  with  wide  smiles  and 
"Shirley  is  such  a  bright  child"  looks  in 
their  eyes.  This  look,  of  course,  was  for 
the  sake  of  my  mother  and  father,  who 
truly  thought  I  was  a  brilliant  child. 

This  Christmas  was  as  happy  as  all  of 
our  Christmases  had  been,  and  a  memorable 
one  as  well,  for  it  was  to  be  the  last  time 
all  the  family  would  celebrate  that  grand 
day  together.  It  was  a  different  one,  too, 
for  that  Christmas,  besides  the  family,  there 
was  another  person.  Her  name  was  Ellen. 
She  was  my  age  and  had  lived  in  the  con- 
vent near  our  house  since  she  was  three. 
Ours  was  the  first  real  Christmas  she  had 
ever  had. 

Santa  Claus  always  stopped  by  our 
house  on  Christmas  Eve  instead  of  Christ- 
mas morning.  Daddy  explained  this  saying 
that  Santa  had  so  many  places  to  go,  he 
came  by  our  house  early.  It  was  snowing 
that  night,  just  as  it  should  have  been, 
and  to  Ellen  and  me,  out-doors  was  sheer 
heaven.  The  snow  had  made  the  earth  a 
fairyland — and  Ellen  and  I  engaged  ourselves 
by  looking  out  the  window  singing  Christ- 
mas carols  and  discussing  how  foolish  were 
the  people  who  did  not  believe  in  Santa 
Claus.  So  we  were  until  Daddy  came  with 
the  glad  tidings  that  he  had  come — Santa 
had  come!   ! 

An  only  child,  young  and  slightly  spoiled 
by  the  goodness  and  love  of  a  large  family, 
I  thought  little  of  Ellen,  at  first.  Mother 
and  "Granny"  had  not  forgotten,  of  course, 
but  I  thought  she  was  perfectly  content  play- 
ing with  my  new  dolls,  and  my  new  car, 
and  my  new  doll-house.  Then,  Daddy,  who 
always  gives  the  presents,  walked  over  to 
Ellen  and  gave  her  the  biggest  package  that 
had  been  under  the  tree — the  package  I 
thought  was  mine.  Dropping  my  toys,  I 
went  to  stand  by  Ellen,  who  by  this  time, 
was  grinning  broadly  and  had  a  look  in 
her  eyes,  as  if  to  say  she  could  hardly 
believe  she  had  received  the  biggest 
present. 

The  whole  family  stood  around  her  while 
she  opened  it,  and  even  though  I  had  been 
disappointed  because  it  was  not  my  pack- 
age, I  too,  eagerly  awaited  the  opening. 
Ellen's  eyes  grew  huge  as  she  untied  the 


I  was  angry  and  alarmed  to  discover 
that  I  had  been  tricked  by  the  most  wonder- 
ful man  in  the  world  besides  my  pop — 
Santa  Claus.  The  mystery  happened  bright 
and  early  one  Christmas  morning.  It  was 
the  first  Christmas  that  I  could  remember, 
for  I  was  only  six. 

My  older  brother  and  sister  had  beaten 
me  into  the  living  room,  as  they  always  did, 
but  I  finally  got  there  with  help  from  my 
urging  father.  I  was  filled  with  excite- 
ment when  I  saw  the  beautiful  tree,  and 
the  pretty  packages.  I,  at  once,  started 
tearing  the  packages  open,  and  of  all  the 
presents  I  got,  I  liked  my  cowboy  costume 
the  best.  Now  I  could  be  a  roal  Tom  Mix! 
Both  my  sister  and  brother  got  a  cowboy 
suit,  too.  After  we  were  all  dressed,  we 
ran  out  into  the  front  yard,  where  Daddy 
said  Santa  had  left  us  a  real  pony. 

The  pony  was  not  there!  We  cried  all 
that  Christmas  Day,  and  we  did  not  even 
care  to  eat  our  lunch  or  Christmas  Dinner. 
Daddy  looked  all  day  for  the  pony,  but 
with  no  success.  It  was  about  two  weeks 
before  the  police  found  the  Shetland  Pony 
in  a  near-by  town.  They  brought  him  back 
safe  and  sound  to  three  excited  children. 

I  certainly  was  not  a  quiz  kid,  or  even 
on  the  right  track,  but  I  can  hear  my  father 
now  trying  to  explain  why  Santa  Claus 
would  pull  a  trick  like  that!  "Perhaps  he 
just  got  too  heavy  in  his  sleigh  and  he 
had  to  drop  him  out,"  or  "Maybe,  the  little 
girl  where  he  left  the  pony  was  bad  and 
he  got  us  confused."  I  suppose  any  of 
these  stories  could  be  true,  and  maybe  I 
was  to  blame,  but  rather  than  go  through 
that  again,  I  just  started  being  tame! 

— Jeanette  Pittman. 


bright  ribbon  and  when  she  saw  her  pres- 
ent, they  were  brimming  with  tears.  She 
picked  up  the  lovely  doll  and  hugged  it 
so  tightly,  Mother  was  afraid  it  would 
break.  She  exclaimed  over  the  real  hair 
on  the  doll,  and  laughed  in  glee  over  every 
little  dress.  She  was  so  Ihrilled  that  we  all 
felt   a   part   of  her  happiness. 

I  remember  distinctly  turning  and  look- 
ing up  at  the  tree — up  at  the  colored  lights 
and  tinsel-decorated  ornaments  to  the 
bright  star  on  the  top.  I  knew  then,  for 
the  first  time,  that  Christmas  was  not  all 
receiving  but  giving  as  well.  Christmas 
was  a  grand  day — It  is  a  grand  day. 

—Shirley  Cundiff. 
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"The   Vista   of   The    Years 
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Gulf  Park   College 
Gulfport,    Mississippi 
December  13,  1944 


My   dear  Seniors  All: 

You  have  been  dreaming  of  a  white 
Christmas,  and  I  have  just  been  dreaming 
— perhaps  about  what  Christmas  is  going 
to  bring  me  or  about  what  the  years  be- 
hind have  already  brought. 

You  know  such  widely  diverse  natures 
as  Byron,  Tennyson,  Pinero  have  reminded 
us,  in  characteristically  different  ways, 
that  we  are  a  part  of  all  that  we  have  met 
or  that  we  are  at  any  time  the  sum  of 
what  we  have  been.  That  conclusion  leaves 
me  quite  a  composite  creature,  for  as  I 
look  through  the  vista  of  the  years,  I  see 
and  feel,  as  a  part  of  my  daily  life,  the 
warm-  personality  of  Virginia,  Rose,  Jane, 
Shirley,  Elizabeth,  Alice  Sue,  Mary,  Frances, 
Helen,  Edith,  Meredith,  Lou — 

All  of  their  names  come  to  me 
Time  and  again  without  end, 
Flooding  with  joy  my  spirit, 
In  confidence  each  is  my  friend. 

There  is  not  a  one  of  Gulf  Park's  daugh- 
ters that  I  can  not  call  up  by  the  magic 
of  memory  or  on  the  wings  of  fancy  or  on 
the  more  practical  wings  of  the  Sea  Gull. 
That  rare  bird! 

But  I'm  getting  a  divorce  from  the  Sea 
Gull  now  to  take  on  another  consideration 
of  a  different  species.  And,  my  Dear,  he  is 
a  love!  I  have  known  him  through  all  the 
years  of  my  mature  life,  and  there  has  not 
been  a  time  when  he  was  not  my  close 
friend.  My  father  and  my  mother  both 
knew  and  esteemed  him,  and  my  younger 
sisters  adore  him.  As  a  physician — and  a 
good  one — he  has  spent  his  time  minister- 
ing to  the  needs  of  other  folk.  He  is  kind, 
gentle,  generous,  but  every  inch  a  man. 


Now,  "Whan  that  Aprille  with  his 
shoures  sote"  come  around,  instead  of  my 
being  where  the  gulf  glimmers  and  where 
the  amaryllis,  the  Cherokee  rose  and  wis- 
taria make  glad  the  earth  with  their  color 
and  fragrance,  I  shall  be  where  the  moun- 
tains remain  an  epic  and  where  the  rhododen- 
dron and  laurel,  the  azaleas  and  violets  re- 
inforce belief  in  the  resurrection  of  life. 

Even  so,  Chaucer's  pilgrims  will  still 
be  on  their  way  to  Canterbury,  and  the 
Nun's  Priest  will  tell  his  merry  tale;  Para- 
dise Lost  will  be  Regained,  Twelfth  Night 
will  remain  a  time  for  merry-making.  Eliza- 
beth Barrett  will  keep  on  counting  o'er 
the  ways  in  which  she  loves  Robert  Brown- 
ing; Andrea  del  Sarto  will  remember  that 
"a  man's  reach  should  exceed  his  grasp"; 
Mumbo  Jumbo  will  again  hoo-doo  the  Congo 
natives;  Wilde  will  kid  us  occasionally  that 
we  "can  resist  everything  but  temptation"; 
and  Time  will  march  on. 

Verily,  words  grow  pale  in  the  presence 
of  profundities.  For  all  the  strength  and 
gladness  which  you  have  brought  to  my 
life,  I  am  grateful.  If  I  were  going  to 
burst  into  song,  I  would  say,  "Thanks  for 
the  memories!"  which  will  add  poignancy 
and  beauty  to  all  the  rest  of  my  days, 
days  which  I  confidently  believe  are  to 
bring  me  a  new  kind  of  happiness  both 
profound    and    exalted. 

Yours  affectionately, 

Willietta  Evans 

P.  S.  After  December  26,  the  name  and 
address  will  be:  Mrs.  Murray  Palmer 
Whichard,  Terrace  Hotel,  Andrews,  North 
Carolina. 


"We   Love  You   Truly,   Dear 


n 


"For  we  love  you  truly,  truly,  Dear!" 
Just  so,  with  deep  seated  feeling,  the  Sen- 
iors sang  to  "Mama  T,"  beloved  hostess  on 
Senior  Hall,  when  Mrs.  Maude  Thompson 
told  them  that  the  time  has  come  when 
she  feels  that  she  must  go  home  and  stay 
with  her  family. 

When  Gulfport  was  so  young  and  inno- 
cent that  there  were  only  two  houses  be- 
tween the  town  and  what  is  now  the  the 
site  of  Gulf  Park,  Maude  Doolittle  Thomp- 
son came  as  a  bride  from  Newton,  Missis- 
sippi, to  the  Mississippi  Gulf  Coast.  Here  she 
and  her  husband  made  their  home,  which 
homemaking  included,  among  other  things, 
the  marking  of  firm  friends  and  allies  of  all 
the  Gulf  Coast  citizens.  In  1904  they  moved 
to  Jackson,  but  they  did  not  forget  the 
charm  of  the  Coast. 

So  it  was  that  when  Gulf  Park  was  under 
process  of  construction,  Mrs.  Thompson, 
who  was  then  a  widow,  came  by  to  investi- 
gate the  prospects  of  the  new  college  with 
an  eye  to  enrolling  her  daughter,  Loucidel, 
now  Mrs.  Claud  Wall  of  Jackson,  and  to 
getting  a  position  for  herself  so  that  she 
might  be  with  Loucidel.  Accordingly,  Louci- 
del was  one  of  the  very  first  students  ever 
enrolled  in  Gulf  Park.  Both  Mrs.  Thomp- 
son and  Loucidel  were  here  the  first  year; 
Loucidel  was  graduated  the  second  year, 
and  Mrs.  Thompson,  who  is  an  alumna  of 
Mississippi  State  College  for  Women,  has 
been  with  Gulf  Park  up  till  this  good  time. 

It  was,  therefore,  not  a  meaningless  ges- 
ture when  Seniors  sang  to  her,  "We  love 
you  truly,"  "Mama  T."  can  be  abrupt,  and 
she  knows  and  laughs  about  the  fact.  At 
the  same  time  each  succeeding  class  of 
Gulf  Park  Seniors  has  learned  that,  under 
her  lovingly-stern  discipline  of  the  girls, 
there  is  an  ever  present  spirit  of  loyalty 
and  understanding  which  would  protect 
them,  and  if  necessary,  fight  for  them  to 
the  last  ditch.  Her  contagious  chuckle  is 
like  music  to  the  girls  on  her  hall  just  as 
her  football  is  the  signal  for  quiet  when 
quiet  is  in  order. 


Loucidel  was  one  of  the  charter  mem- 
bers of  the  Sigma  Psi  Iota  Sorority;  and 
so  through  all  the  score  and  four  years 
which  "Mama  T"  has  been  in  Gulf  Park, 
she  has  been  not  merely  an  honorary  mem- 
ber of  Sigma  Psi  but  verily  a  highly  hon- 
ored member.  To  her  both  literally  and 
figuratively  Sigma  Psi  has  proffered  its 
orchids ! 

A  detailed  account  of  "Mama  T's"  ac- 
tivity in  Gulf  Park  would  identify  her 
with  every  angle  of  campus  life,  including 
Huckleberry   Hill. 

The  Doolittle  Family  of  America — the 
descendants  of  Abraham  Doolittle — was  or- 
ganized in  Chicago  in  1933,  and  this  organ- 
ization is  one  of  the  most  extensive  such 
groups  to  be  found  anywhere.  Annual  cele- 
brations are  held  when  international  af- 
fairs are  not  so  grave  as  they  are  at  pre- 
sent; and  at  the  last  national  family  get- 
together  Mrs.  Thompson  was  elected  na- 
tional president.  She  has  one  grandchild, 
Woodson  Wall,  who  is  serving  in  the  Ma- 
rine Corps  in  the  South  Pacific  theater. 

But  multiplying  words  can't  tell  how  we 
feel  about  "Mama  T."  As  the  time  approach- 
es when  we  shall  all  be  dispersing  for  the 
Christmas  holidays,  we  shall  be  cheered  by 
the  consciousness  that  always  her  tender 
regard  will  follow  us.  And  to  Mrs.  Maude 
Doolittle  Thompson  we  offer  the  follow- 
ing brief  toast: 

To  you  who  have  lived  among  us 
In   Gulf   Park's    sunny   ways, 
And  who  tonight  are  with  us 
To  sing  her  loudest  praise — 

To  you  whose  hope  for  the  future, 
Whose  interest  in  what  we  do, 
Create  a  real  bond  of  friendship 
Between  the  students  and  you. 

To  you  the  Senior  hostess, 
Our  dear,  dear  Mama  T, 
We  drink  in  deep  affection 
And  firmest  loyalty. 
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Miss  Evans'  Engagement 
Revealed  at  Unigue  Party 

Mrs.  Lulu  Daniel  Hardy  was  hostess  at 
a  unique  party  given  to  announce  the  en- 
gagement of  Miss  Willietta  Evans  but 
camouflaged  in  the  invitations  as  an  Open 
House  at  West  Faculty  Club  on  Sunday 
evening,  November  19. 

The  guests  were  asked  to  take  with 
them  to  the  Open  House  a  local  news  item 
written  in  good  newspaper  style  for  an 
issue  of  a  faculty  news  sheet;  and  all  re- 
sponded in  facetious  mood.  As  each  guest 
arrived,  she  presented  her  admission  item. 
When  all  the  dispatches  were  in,  seated  at 
a  desk  which  had  been  centrally  placed  for 
the  purpose,  Miss  Sarah  K.  Smith  as  edi- 
tor and  Miss  Ida  Mae  Goe  as  "make-up 
man"  read  for  the  benefit  of  all  present 
all  of  the  copy  and  then  proceeded  to  as- 
semble the  first  issue  of  the  Faculty  News 
Sheet. 

Unannounced  considerations  necessitat- 
ed that  the  editors  withdrew  from  the 
whole  company  to  complete  their  editorial 
duties  in  a  private  office.  After  a  period 
of  animated  waiting  for  the  paper,  the 
guests  were  told  that  they  could  go  to  the 
dining  room  where  they  would  be  served 
punch  by  Misses  Mary  Ellen  Hardy  and 
Mary  Winborne  Evans. 

Meanwhile  the  hostess  rolled  out  into 
the  living  room  a  table  decorated  with 
white  jasmine  and  fern  and  bearing  a  three 
tiered  wedding  cake  tipped  with  a  bride 
and  groom.  Also,  the  evening's  editors, 
having  completed  their  publication,  head- 
lines and  feature  articles,  posted  it  for 
everyone  to  read.  Then,  the  guests  having 
been  permitted  to  return  to  the  living  room, 
where  Miss  Evans  cut  and  served  the 
cake,   the  excitement  began. 

All,  eager  to  read  the  evening  paper, 
were  confronted  with  the  banner  headline 
in  red  print:  WILLIETTA  EVANS  WILL 
WED  DECEMBER  26.  Too,  they  found  in 
the  columns  different  accounts  which  re- 
vealed the  primary  facts  of  the  news  story 
which  was  just  breaking.  The  main  an- 
nouncement was  as  follows:  "Mr.  B.  W. 
Evans  of  Edenton,  N.  C,  announces  the  en- 
gagement and  approaching  marriage  of  his 
sister  Willietta  to  Dr.  Murray  P.  Whichard 
of  Murphy,   N.   C." 

"Evans  Methodist  Church,  founded  in 
1826    in    Chowan    County,    North    Carolina, 


by  the  Reverend  Zachariah  Evans,  great- 
grandfather of  the  bride-elect  will  be  the 
scene  of  the  wedding.  The  ceremony  will 
be  performed  by  Miss  Evans'  nephew,  the 
Reverend  E.  C.  Williams  of  the  First  Pres- 
byterian Church  of  Hempstead,  Long  Is- 
land, N.  Y.,  assisted  by  the  Reverend  A.  G. 
L.  Stephenson,  pastor  of  Evans. 

"There  will  be  no  attendants  in  the 
wedding  party,  and  only  the  members  of 
the  immediate  families  and  intimate  friends 
will  be  present  for  the  ceremony.  Miss 
Helen  Evans,  sister  of  the  bride-to-be,  will 
give  a  short  program  of  classical  music 
immediately  preceding  the  nuptial  vows." 

Carrying  such  sensational  announce- 
ments, the  Faculty  News  Sheet  was  pro- 
nounced a  first  rate  publication;  and  Mrs. 
Hardy  was  congratulated  as  being  a  per- 
fect hostess. 


Style  Show  Tells 
What  To  Wear 


"To  wear,  or  not  to  wear?"  That  was 
the  question  that  was  answered  in  the  Stu- 
dent Meeting  on  November  sixteenth  by 
members  of  the  Senior  Class.  For  the 
benefit  of  those  who  never  know  what  to 
wear,  or  when  to  wear  it,  a  style  show 
was  presented,  showing  the  clothing  "do's 
and  don'ts"  of  Gulf  Park.  Alice  Kain,  Sen- 
ior Class  president,  opened  the  program  and 
Helen  Hillyard,  class  vice-president,  in- 
troduced the  girls  as  they  modeled  the 
various  costumes.  The  program,  besides 
being  educational,  was  very  amusing,  es- 
pecially some  of  the  "wrong"  costumes. 
Joellen  Murdock  modeled  the  wrong  cloth- 
ing for  breakfast,  and  Martha  Scott,  the 
right  clothing.  Other  contrasts  presented 
were:  daily  classes,  modeled  by  Peggy 
Tyler  and  Jill  Duffy;  gym  classes,  by  Joan 
Stuver,  Hazel  Bohlinger,  Marilyn  Winsor, 
and  Adrienne  McArdle ;  swimming,  by  Mike 
Johns  and  Sally  Shirley ;  town,  by  Barbara 
Stevenson  and  Barbara  Hand ;  dinner,  by 
Sally  Payne  and  Mary  Dell  Duckworth; 
dates,  by  Jane  Condon  and  Meg  Hornor;  to 
the  Y-Hut  on  week-end  nights,  by  Mary 
DeMange  and  Martha  DeRossitt;  concerts 
and  banquets,  by  Jean  Yarboro  and  Eleanor 
Vaughn ;  and  prowling,  by  the  very  ex- 
perienced Marguerite  Curry  and  Lorraine 
Vicknaire. 
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Autumn    Visit 


Some  things  seen  and  heard  should  be 
remembered  sometimes,  but  many  things 
should  be  remembered  forever.  One  of  the 
earliest  recollections  I  have,  is  something 
that  will  remain  with  me  always. 

Each  year  in  the  fall  when  pecans, 
hickory  nuts,  and  walnuts  are  falling  to 
the  ground,  I  remember  one  particular  fall 
in  my  early  childhood.  The  summer  had 
passed,  leaving  in  its  path  a  field  of  grass 
burned  into  a  brown  crust.  Most  of  the 
leaves  were  still  green,  but  the  old  big 
pecan  tree  in  the  corner  of  the  Vaughn's 
field  was  practically  minus  its  leaves.  In 
their  place  could  be  seen  large  papershell 
pecans.  On  the  eventful  autumn  afternoon 
I  had  walked  alone  to  the  home  of  a  girl 
friend  who  was  my  age — seven  years  old. 
While  enroute  I  had  stopped  to  pick  up  some 
pecans.  I  sat  under  the  huge  pecan  tree, 
that  might  have  been  four  hundred  years 
old,  eating  the  meats  from  the  crushed 
nuts.  I 

Being  a  rather  thoughtful  child,  I  de- 
cided to  crack  some  and  take  to  my  girl 
friend.  After  sitting  silently  for  what 
could  have  been  fifteen  minutes,  I  fell 
asleep.  The  peacefulness  and  quietness  of 
the  autumn  day,  with  only  a  slight  breeze 
to  keep  cool,  was  enough  to  bring  drowsi- 
ness upon  anyone. 

I  can  not  recall  exactly  how  long  I 
slept  but  it  must  have  been  a  good  half- 
hour,  when  I  was  awakened  by  the  touch 
of  something  soft  on  my  leg.  Without  mov- 
ing, I  slowly  opened  my  eyes  and  there, 
eating  the  shelled  pecans  from  my  hand 
was  the  prettiest  little  gray  squirrel  I  had 
ever  seen.  One  by  one  the  nuts  I  had 
picked  out  for  my  friend  dwindled. 

It  was  fascinating  to  sit  there  peace- 
ful with  the  world,  listening  to  the  mixed 
chorus  of  the  birds  who  were  perched  in 
the  branches  of  the  tree,  and  see  a  tiny 
creature  eating  unafraid  from  my  hand.  I 
seemed  to  realize  then  that  God  had  given 
to  this  world  many  wonderful  gifts  to  be 
studied  and  enjoyed. 

This  episode  could  not  last  forever,  as 
soon  the  pecans  were  gone.  Maybe  being  a 
child,  I  could  not  sit  still  longer,  at  any 
rate  the  squirrel  scampered  off  into,  the 
woods.  Watching  him  run  gracefully  along 
the  earth,  I  arose  and  continued  my  jour- 
ney, only  minus  the  pecans  for  my  friend. 

— Rita    Finch. 


Birthday    Party 

The  first  birthday  party  I  went  to  left 
a  deep  impression  upon  me.  All  the  pretty 
presents  fascinated  me  as  they  would  any 
little  four  year  old  girl;  thus  I  decided  to 
give  myself  a  birthday  party.  Being  much 
too  young  and  inexperienced,  I  did  not  realize 
that  birthday  parties  were  given  on  the  day 
of  one's  birthday.  My  birthday  was  not  un- 
til March — it  was  then  January;  but  all  the 
same,  I  asked  every  girl  and  boy  I  knew  and 
even  some  in  other  neighborhoods  that  I  did 
not  know.  Everyone  I  invited  naturally 
thought  that  my  birthday  was  to  be  the  day 
of  the  party  since  I  had  asked  them  to  a 
birthday  party. 

Remembering  the  last  birthday  party  of 
the  neighborhood  all  the  children  were  liv- 
ing in  wait  of  the  party  on  Friday.  I  decided 
to  keep  the  party  a  secret  from  my  family, 
feeling  that  I  could  rely  upon  the  cooky  jar 
for  refreshments  and  such  games  as  London 
bridge  and  ring-around-the-rosies  for  enter- 
tainment. 

The  day  of  the  party  came  two  days  af- 
ter I  had  invited  everyone.  At  three  o'clock 
the  guests  began  to  arrive.  The  little  girls 
were  looking  like  angels  dressed  in  pretty 
little  fresh  party  frocks ;  and  the  boys,  dress- 
ed in  neat  suits,  had  a  new  and  different 
shiny  look.  I  was  unware  of  their  prettiness 
and  cleaniness.  My  eyes  danced  joyously 
upon  the  prettily  wrapped  birthday  gifts  in 
their  hands.  Oh,  how  eager  I  was  to  open 
them,  discover  the  contents,  and  have  them 
for  my  own! 

My  mother  had  no  idea  what  was  happen- 
ing when  all  the  children  came  into  the  house. 
I  was  so  gloriously  happy  to  see  all  the  chil- 
dren with  the  presents  that  I  could  not  ex- 
plain to  her;  but  through  persistence  my 
mother  learned  the  details  from  me.  For 
reasons  which  I  could  not  understand,  she 
was  furious  and  lessened  my  joy  over  the 
party  quite  a  bit.  She  sent  my  oldest  sister 
to  the  store  for  some  ice  cream  and  cake; 
and  once  the  children  were  quiet  she  ex- 
plained to  them  that  it  was  not  my  birth- 
day and  that  they  must  take  the  gifts  home 
with  them.  I  was  disgraced  to  tears.  After 
eating  the  ice  cream  and  cake  the  boys  and 
girls  were  sent  home,  happy  with  full 
stomachs  and  with  presents  in  their  hands. 
I  was  very  humiliated  and  unhappy  as  my 
party  was  a  failure. 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Conrad   Thibault 
In  Brilliant  Concert 
Mowbray,  at  Piano 


The  girls  of  Gulf  Park  were  highly  hon- 
ored to  have  Conrad  Thibault,  one  of  the 
world's  greatest  baritones,  appear  before 
them  again  this  year  on  December  7  to 
give  a  concert.  Conrad  Thibault's  tonal 
powers  along  with  his  engaging  personality 
won  the  heart  of  every  girl  in  the  audience. 
His  accompanist,  Alderson  Mowbray,  de- 
lighted the  audience  with  the  brilliance  and 
warmth  with  which  he  played.  There  was 
such  a  tremendous  applause  that  both  per- 
formers were  called  back  for  several  en- 
cores. 

The  music  students  were  among  the 
lucky  few  invited  to  the  reception  follow- 
ing the  concert,  to  meet  the  performers. 
The  girls  were  all  starry-eyed  over  the 
friendliness  and  interest  shown  them  by 
both  Mr.  Thibault  and  Mr.  Mowbray. 

This  concert  has  been  one  of  the  most 
successful  ones  ever  given  at  Gulf  Park  and 
the   girls   are   all  asking  for  more    like    it. 


The  program  was  as  follows: 

I 

Where're  You  Walk  from  "Semele"  Handel 

A   Ballymure   Ballard Irish  Airs,   Arr. 

Has  Sorrow  Thy  Young 

Days  Shaded Herbert  Hughes 

The   Piper  of   Dundee    

Scottish  Air  by  Ottorina  Respighi 

II 

Trois  Jours  de  Vendage Reynaldo  Hahn 

Chiquilla)    Fernando  Obradors 

El  Tumba  y  Le) 

III 

Ariat  De  LArt  Splendour  Immortelle,  from 
"Benvenuto  Cellini" Eugene  Diaz 

IV 

The    Medler    Tree    Marian    Coryell 

Strictly    Germproof    John    Sacco 

Brittany Ernest  Farrar 

The    Blind    Ploughman    

Robert    Coningsby   Clarke 

V 

American  Folk  Songs,    Arranged   by 

Contemporary   Composers 

Water  Boy)  From  the   Collection 

Boatman   Dance,   Boatman   Sing)    

"Roustabout    Songs"    of    the    Ohio 

Alberta,  Let  Your  Hair  Hang  Low) 

Valley  Arranged  by  William  Reddick 

All   Day    on    the    Prairie David    Guion 

Methuselah    (First   Performance)    

John  Sacco 


Glee  Club  at  Chapel 


The  members  of  the  Glee  Club  present- 
ed a  short,  but  very  enjoyable  program  in 
Chapel,  Wednesday  November  8.  The  girls 
on  the  program  made  a  very  pretty  picture 
in  their  pastel  sweaters  and  skirts.  The 
Glee  Club  opened  the  program  by  sing- 
ing: 

"In  the  Garden" 
"Ole  Uncle  Moon" 

Mary  Allen  Hess,  a  member  of  the 
Glee  Club  and  also  piano  student,  play- 
ed a  very  lovely  selection  called,  "The 
Three  Adities."  The  Glee  Club  closed  the 
program    by    singing: 

"Going  Home" 

"The   Heavens    are   Telling" 
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Gordon  String  Quartet 
Delights  Gulf-Parkers 

Gulf  Park  College  presented  The  Gor- 
don String  Quartet  on  a  program  given  on 
Thursday  night,  November  9,  in  the  College 
Auditorium.  The  members  of  the  quartet 
were:  Jacques  Gordon,  1st  violin;  Kras 
Malno,  viola;  Walter  Hagen,  2nd  violin; 
Gabor  Rejto,  cello.  The  program  was  as 
follows : 

Program 

I 
Quartet  in  D  major,  Op.  18,  No.  3,  Beethoven 
Allegro 

Andante  con  moto 
Allegro 
Presto 

II 

Quartet  in  D  major,   No.  2 Borodin 

Anime  et  tres  decide 
Assez  vif  et  bien  rythme 
Andantino   doucement 
Tres  Modere — tres  mouvemente 
Intermission 

III 

Intermezzo  from  "Goyescas" Granadoa 

Canzonetta    Mendelssohn 

Girl  with  the  Flaxen  Hair Debussy 

Presto    Haydn 

Gorden  Quartet  Honored 

A  reception  was  held  in  the  drawing 
room  of  Hardy  Hall  immediately  following 
the  program  given  by  the  Gordon  String 
Quartet,  Thursday  night,  November  9. 
Members  of  the  faculty,  guests  of  the  col- 
lege, and  music  students  were  invited  to  at- 
tend and  meet  the  honored  guests.  Merin- 
gues topped  with  ice  cream  made  very 
delicious  refreshments.  All  agreed  that 
they  had  spent  a  most  enjoyable  evening. 


Glee  Club  Members 
Go  Christmas  Caroling 

On  the  evening  of  December  10,  all 
the  members  of  the  Glee  Club  boarded  a 
huge  truck  to  go  caroling  along  the  coast. 
Their  itinerary  always  includes  the  "Home 
of  the  Veterans  of  War"  and  the  home  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bendel,  who  are  shut-ins, 
where  the  warmth  and  appreciation  was  so 
great,  that  the  girls  were  inspired  to  their 
very  best.  The  girls  also  sang  on  the 
street  corners  in  town,  where  the  service 
men  crowded  eagerly  around  the  truck  and 
sang  with  them.  After  the  caroling,  the 
girls  went  to  the  Markham  Hotel  to  warm 
up  and  have  refreshments.  They  returned 
to  school,  slipped  upstairs,  and  into  bed 
with  happy  hearts  for  the  good  deed  done. 


Informal  Music  Recital 

An  informal  music  recital  was  held  in 
Mr.  Davies'  studio  Monday  night,  Novem- 
ber 20.  The  music  students  were  invited 
to  attend  the  little  informal  gathering. 
The  students  were  especially  honored  to 
have  as  their  guests  Mrs.  Cohen,  Gulf 
Park's  practice  supervisor,  and  her  husband 
Sgt.  Gene  Cohen.  Both  voice  and  piano 
contributed  to  the  program.  The  follow- 
ing  students   took   part: 

Voice:  Harriet  Harwood,  Libby  Stur- 
geon, Mary  Jo  Sternberg. 

Piano:  Mary  Winborne  Evans,  Ethel 
Hague,  Martha  McDonald,  Norma  Richards, 
Phyllis  Spencer,  Jo  Varnadow, 
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ART  STUDIO 


Pre -Christmas  Rush 
Colorful  Style  Show 
To  Busij  Fashion  Ed. 

With  Christmas  Holidays  drawing  near, 
days  at  Gulf  Park  are  crowded  with  things 
to  do  and  places  to  go.  The  colder  weather 
brings  out  our  winter  wardrobes,  which 
are  as  exciting  as  Christmas  Eve.  The 
girls  are  busy  from  daybreak  until  the  last 
"lights"  at  night. 

Trying  to  beat  the  second  bell,  we  see 
Ruth  Cowherd  dashing  to  the  Art  Studio 
in  a  royal  purple  skirt  and  lavender  sweat- 
er. Janie  McDonald,  strolling  through  the 
halls-books  in  arms,  wears  a  beige  sport 
jacket  over  a  white  blouse  and  dark  brown 
kick-pleat  skirt.  As  the  last  school  bell 
rings,  Mary  Dell  Duckworth  is  seen  in  a 
grey  skirt,  matching  poke  hat,  and  pink 
angora  sweater  with  pearls,  running  to 
catch  the  two-forty-five  bus  for  town.  Mar- 
got  Carrier,  in  a  cocoa-colored  suit  and 
matching  hat,  strolls  leisurely  behind.  Kit 
Mason  evidently  expects  rain  as  she  is 
wearing  a  belted  rain-cloth  quarter  length 
coat  and  matching  wrap-around  skirt  of 
the  same  material. 

Sipping  a  coke  at  the  Corner  House,  we 
see  Catherine  Rogers,  sporting  an  apple- 
green  suit,  effective  looking  with  a  white 
ascot  and  stick  pin.  Catherine's  suit  is 
very  different  in  that  it  features  a  cardigan 
jacket  with  a  narrow  belt  tie.  Barbara 
Tinsley  is  wearing  a  striking  black  and 
white  checked   skirt   and  red  jacket   piped 


in  the  skirt  material.  Seen  also  in  the 
Corner  House  is  Jill  Duffy  in  a  spicy  gold 
gaberdine  suit,  belted  jacket  and  straight 
skirt  with  matching  half-hat.  With  the 
class  Christmas  parties  in  mind,  Alice  Kain 
and  Mary  Allen  Hess  are  dressed  appro- 
priately for  last  minute  shopping,  respec- 
tively, in  black  gaberdine  suit  and  hat,  a 
white  blouse  with  American  Beauty  Rose 
design;  and  a  tangerine  collarless  coat. 

Struggling  with  spaghetti  at  Angelo's 
were  Sal  Shirley  in  a  knockout  black  crepe 
dress  featuring  three-quarter  length  sleeves, 
V-neckline,  and  a  peplum  of  rose  and 
green  satin;  Curtis  Bass  Smith  in  a  royal 
blue  crepe  dress  draped  unusually  on  the 
left  side;  also  Jean  Yarboro  in  a  brown 
t-uit  featuring  leopard  skin  collar  and  cuffs. 

The  Paramount  Theatre  attracts  many 
of  the  daters  Sunday  afternoon.  Seen  with 
theii  dates  were  Barbara  Stevenson,  looking 
lovely  in  a  black  crepe  dress  featuring  a 
series  of  ruffles  as  a  peplum,  sweet-heart 
neckline  edged  with  pink  satin  and  a  pink 
satin  band  in  her  hair;  and  Jane  Condon 
in  her  mink  coat,  outstanding  with  no  col- 
lar, tuxedo  front  and  full  sleeves. 

The  Christmas  banquet  brings  out  a 
beautiful  array  of  dinner  dresses.  Harriet 
Harwood  is  glamorous  in  a  yellow  taffeta 
gown  with  layers  of  yellow  and  brown  net. 
Mary  Creekmore  looks  very  striking  in  a 
gray  crepe  dinner  dress  studded  with  cerise 
sequins  on  the  bell  sleeves  and  peplum. 
Georgie  Younger  wears  a  smart  chartreuse 
jersey  dress  with  a  gold  sequin  trimmed 
top. 

By  the  light  of  the  Christmas  tree  in 
the  smoker  we  see  Allene  Nelson  in  a  blue 
and  rose  flowered  robe  and  pajama  en- 
semble, Mary  Blocher  in  a  white  flannel 
night  shirt  with  embroidered  red  flowers 
on  cuffs  and  neckline,  and  Martha  Scott  in 
a  baby-blue  robe  with  white  ruffles  on  col- 
lar and  sleeves. 

Happiness  shines  over  all  the  girls  as 
they  drift  around  in  a  daze  with  that  dream- 
come-true-look  in  their  eyes,  anticipating 
the  Christmas  Holidays.  We  leave  them 
now  as  the  sound  of  their  Christmas  Carols 
float  out  into  the  cold  night. 

Fashion  Editor 
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Thanksgiving  Dance 
One  of  Year's  Gayest 

Such  a  pretty  sight — bouffant  skirts  of 
net,  organdy,  and  taffeta.  Sophisticated 
straight  skirts  of  silk  and  crepe.  Every  girl 
looked  her  loveliest  at  the  Thanksgiving 
dance  for  the  Merchant  Marines  on  Satur- 
day night,  November  26. 

The  auditorium  was  decorated  with 
flags.  On  one  side  was  a  long  table,  with 
a  striking  center  piece  of  purple  dahlias. 
The  punch  was  on  one  end  in  huge  punch 
bowls,  and  at  the  other  end  were  pretty  lit- 
tle diamonds-shaped  cakes. 

Billy  Newburger  and  his  band  furnished 
the  music,  fast  music  as  well  as  the  favorite 
sweet  numbers  of  today  and  yesterday. 

The  dance  itself  was  one  of  the  gayest 
of  the  year.  Both  the  boys  and  girls  had 
great  fun  dancing  joking,  talking,  and 
laughing.  The  time  seemed  to  fly — the 
three  hours  were  gone,  and  the  band  was 
playing  the  Star  Spangled  Banner  before  we 
knew  it.  Then  the  goodnights  were  said, 
and  the  dance  was  over.  Nothing  left  to  do 
then  but  go  upstairs,  talk  over  the  dance — 
and  then  to  dream. 

Late  Autumn  Theme 
First  Hi -School  Dance 

Lloyd  Hall  was  in  an  uproar.  Why?  I'll 
give  you  one  guess.  High  School  was  hav- 
ing its  first  dance!  From  its  windows  came 
shouts  of,  "May  I  borrow  your  new  formal 
and  some  of  that  'Come  Hither'  perfume?" 

The  night,  December  2,  we  entered 
the  transformed  auditorium,  decorated  in 
late  autumn  theme.  Then — the  long  awaited 
dance ! 


BIT  and  SPUR 


Lucky  Bit  and  Spur'ers 
Enjoy  Moonlight  Rides 


"Oh,  go  on  and  wear  your  blue  jeans, 
Jane.  It  really  doesn't  matter,  no  one 
is  going  to  see  what  you  have  on  anyway — 
we'll  be  having  so  much  fun.  I  can  hardly 
wait  until  5:15!  Miss  Thompson  says  we'll 
either  eat  in  that  homey  little  clearing  we 
saw  yesterday,  or  on  the  beach.  How  in 
the  world  are  they  going  to  take  all  that 
food — on  one  of  the  horses  maybe?  I'm 
getting  hungry  already." 

If  I  get  Gypsy  I'll  just  die!  I  know 
that's  the  meanest  horse  I  ever  saw.  She 
cantors  when  I  post,  and  trots  when  I 
gallop,  but  she'll  surely  "walk"  when  we 
start  riding  back  in  that  moonlight!  Isn't 
it  wonderful  that  our  class  was  chosen  for 
these  moonlight  rides  first?  Yes,  yes,  that 
plaid  skirt  is  perfect.     Come  on — let's  go." 

Just  a  typical  key-hole  conversation  that 
can  be  overheard  by  some  lucky  Bit  and 
Spur'er  around  the  G.  P.  C.  dorms.  Since 
the  moon's  at  its  brightest,  president  Madge 
Johns'  and  Miss  Thompson's  plans  for 
moonlight  rides  and  suppers  have  been  pop- 
ping perfectly. 


Twelve — midnite — tired   but    happy,    we  It  sure  sounds  great  to  all  of  us.     The 

all  went  to  bed  dreaming  of  our  dates  with  Bit    and   Spur's    are    off    to    a     wonderful 

the    Merchant    Marines    for   the    following  start,    "Mike,"    and    here's    to    more    good 

Sunday.  times  in  the  future, 
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Bravo!     Bravo! 

High  School  Wins  Sing  Song  Honors 


Sing  Song!  Sing  Song!  It  was  the  only  subject  on  the  minds  of 
Gulf  Park  girls  for  the  last  two  weeks.  The  old  girls  kept  tell- 
ing us  new  girls,  "You  don't  know  what  Sing  Song  really  means 
'till  you  see  it."  And  I  think  I  can  safely  say  none  of  us  did 
know  until  Saturday  night,  November  8.  We  practiced  our  skit 
over  and  over,  correcting  old  mistakes  and  making  new  ones. 
Finally  the  night  of  nights  came. 


Upper  left:  High  School  after  presenting  the  skit  that  won  the  Goat. 
Lower  left:  Juniors  clothed  in  bandages,  bathing  suits  and  mystery. 
Below:      Seniors,    in    robes    and    halos,    wait    before    the    Golden    Gate. 


Clever  Present-Future  Skit  Wins  Goat 


The  seniors  were  first,  of  course.  "Oh," 
we  all  wailed  when  we  viewed  the  setting," 
those  clouds  and  that  Golden  Gate,  how 
can  we  compete  with  that?"  Then  they 
came  on.  I  was  in  a  position  where  I 
couldn't  see  very  well,  but  what  was  visible 
was  very  impressive.  The  multitude  of 
seniors  were  dressed  as  angels.  Alice  Kain 
came  out  at  one  point  and  did  a  beautiful 
ballet  dance.  Then,  of  course,  there  was 
the  devil,  very  aptly  played  by  Hazel  Fryer. 
After  their  skit  was  over,  the  photographer 
started  taking  pictures  of  them  and  we 
thought  our  turn  would  never  come. 

Next,  the  juniors  presented  their  skit. 
They  had  us  a  little  mystified  at  first  be- 
cause some  of  them  were  dressed  in  a  large 
variety  of  clothes  from  formals  to  bath- 
ing suits,  but  the  majority  were  all  wrap- 
ped up  in  bandages.  The  two  parts  that 
were  the  most  out-standing  were  Georgie 
Younger  and  her  partner's  ballroom  dance, 
and  Shirley  Cundiff's  part  as  nurse. 

And  then,  last  but  not  unimportant  was 
the  high  school's  turn!  Everyone  was  on 
the  verge  of  a  nervous  breakdown  right 
about  this  time.  The  "new  girls"  were 
just  beginning  to  realize  just  how  much 
Sing  Song  did  mean.  The  high  school  skit 
started  off  in  the  present  and  went  into  the 
future.  The  first  part  took  place  in  New 
Orleans  at  a  fortune  teller's.  Some  G.  P.  C. 
girls  were  having  their  fortunes  told.  She 
was  telling  them  what  was  going  to  hap- 
pen in  1955,  and  as  she  was  talking,  the 
curtain  was  pulled  back.  The  setting  was 
supposed  to  represent  the  reception  room. 
Linda  Edrington  came  in  first  and  then 
June  Sherrouse.  As  they  greeted  each 
other,  a  group  of  about  ten  more  "women" 
came  in  and  they  all  started  reminiscing 
about  the  good  old  times  they  had  had 
back  in  1944-45.  Audrey  Hendrikson  and 
Mary  Boatner  each  sang  a  solo  and  then 
the  time  switched  back  to  the  present 
and  Patsy  Robinson  and  Harriet  Harwood 
played  a  very  realistic  game  of  tennis 
with  the  remainder  of  the  high  school  girls 
as  an  audience.  We  concluded  this  with  our 
pep  song  and  then  our  Alma  Mater. 


After  our  skit  was  finished  and  the 
photographer  had  taken  some  more  pic- 
tures, everyone  stood  around  the  stage  where 
the  judges  were  sitting  and  waited  for  the 
"verdict."  Finally,  when  they  had  kept  us 
in  suspense  as  long  as  they  could,  they  told 
us  that  the  high  school  had  won  the  goat! 
Everyone  started  jumping  around  and  hug- 
ging everyone  else  and  practically  flooded 
the  auditorium  with  their  tears. 

After  everyone  had  serenaded  everyone 
else,  we  all  adjourned  to  the  smoker.  With 
the  lights  turned  out,  we  stayed  up  there 
and  sang,  talked,  and  listened  to  other 
people  sing  until  twelve  o'clock.  We  were 
more  than  willing  to  go  to  bed  then  be- 
cause we  had  had  a  very  exciting  night  and 
everyone  was  exhausted.  I  think  the  presi- 
dents of  all  of  the  classes  should  be  prais- 
ed for  their  hard  work  and  special  recog- 
nition should  go  to  Nelwyn  Cooke  for  the 
wonderful  and  unselfish  way  she  worked 
on,  and  directed  our  skit. 


AA  Goes  Skating 

Seventy-five  new  members  were  wel- 
comed into  the  Athletic  Association  with 
a  skating  party  on  December  1.  At  four 
o'clock  the  entire  A  A  met  in  front  of 
Hardy  Hall,  where  the  special  buses  were 
waiting  all  members  piled  into  the  buses 
and  were  off  to  the  skating  rink.  There, 
old  members  treated  the  new  ones,  and  a 
grand  time  was  had  by  all.  When  five- 
thirty  arrived,  everyone  reluctantly  climb- 
ed back  into  the  buses  and  returned  to  Gulf 
Park   in  time  for   dinner. 

The  skating  party  was  the  second  social 
activity  which  the  A  A  members  have  en- 
joyed this  year.  The  first  of  these  was 
the  coke  party  in  the  Y  Hut.  Besides  their 
social  activities  this  wide  awake  organization 
sponsors  Sing  Song,  the  Kid  Party,  Mardi 
Gras,  and  other  colorful  events  during  the 
Gulf  Park  school  year. 
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Juniors  Win  Goat 
In  Swimming  Meet 

The  first  inter-class  swimming  meet  was 
held  Sunday,  November  12  at  3:30  p.m.  in 
G.  P.'s  pool. 

The  High  School  forfeited  their  right  to 

the  goat,  since  so  many  of  their  swimmers 

were    in    New     Orleans.    So     the     Juniors 

and  Seniors  fought  it  out  alone  for  the  goat. 

The  races  were  first  for  the  beginners — 

1.  Free   style   across   the  pool. 

2.  Face  float  push-off  across  the  pool. 

3.  Table  setting  relay. 

— for  the  intermediates, 

1.  Free  style  race — one  length  of  the  pool. 

2.  Candle  relay. 

3.  Elementary  Back  stroke  relay. 

— for  the  advanced. 

1.  Breast    stroke   race — one   length    of    the 

pool. 

2.  Side  stroke — for   form. 

3.  Crawl — for  form. 

4.  Free  style  race — two  lengths  of  the  pool. 

5.  Medley      relay — Breast      stroke,      Back 

Crawl,  Crawl. 

6.  Hat,  skirt  and  umbrella  relay. 

The  Junior  came  out  on  top,  with  the 
goat,  by  a  score  of  57  Y>  points  to  the 
Seniors  521/,  points — just  5  points! 

The  winners  of  the  individual  events  were: 
Advanced 

1.  Breast    stroke    race — Mary    De    Mange, 

Senior. 

2.  Side    stroke    for    form — Nancy    Thomas, 
Junior. 

3.  Crawl  for  form — Eleanor  Lang,  Senior. 

4.  Free  style  race — Eleanor  Vaughn,  Senior. 

5.  Medley  relay — Senior  Class. 

6.  Hat,   Skirt,   and  Umbrella   relay — Junior 

Class. 
Intermediate 

1.  Free  style  race — Shirley  Schroers,  Junior. 

2.  Candle  relay — Senior  Team. 

3.  Elementary    Back    stroke    relay — Junior 
team. 

Beginners 

1.  Free  style — across  the  pool — Polly  Lau- 
ten,  Junior. 

2.  Face    Float,    push    off — Nadine    Hansen, 
Junior.  i    j  gj  &j 

3.  Table   setting  relay — Junior   Class. 

Congratulations  to  you,  Junior  Team — 
and  to  you,  Senior  Team! 


AA  At  Chapel 


The  Athletic  Association  presented  a 
very  entertaining  skit  in  chapel  on  Tues- 
day, November  twenty-first.  The  scene  was 
the  gym  office,  starring  Allene  Nelson, 
president  of  A.  A. ;  Veda  Freuler,  presi- 
dent of  Dance  League;  and  Mike  Johns, 
president  of  the  Bit  and  Spur.  These 
three  were  in  charge  of  signing  students 
for  their  quarterly  gym  classes.  The  sup- 
porting cast  included  Charlotte  Cooper,  Meg 
Hornor,  Mim  Crafton,  Patti  Estill,  Helen 
Stegeman,  and  Jean  Martens  who  portray- 
ed typical  Gulf  Park  students,  falling  all 
over  each  other  in  their  eagerness  to  ar- 
range their  schedules.  Veda  related  the 
varied  activities  of  the  dance  students  of 
last  year  and  described  the  dance  courses 
offered  this  year.  Mike  told  of  the  pro- 
gram planned  for  the  riding  classes  this 
year,  such  as  Gymkhana,  and  expounded 
the  many  virtues  of  the  liding  classes  as  a 
whole. 

The  remaining  athletic  activities  such 
as  the  inter-class  tournaments,  were 
described  by  Allene.  She  then  closed  the 
program  with  a  very  welcome  surprise — 
the  announcement  of  a  roller  skating  party 
to  be  held  on  Friday,  December  first ! 


Kid  Party 


Listen,  you  gals  who  hate  to  grow  old 
.  .  .  Dig  up  your  old  baby  bonnets  and 
buy  yourselves  one  of  those  "all  day"  lol- 
lipops, for  there's  a  "kid  party"  in  the 
making!  Another  good  mark  can  be  chalk- 
ed up  to  the  Athletic  Association  for  this 
idea  of  fun  and  frolic,  which,  incidentally, 
has  been  planned  for  the  second  week  after 
we  get  back  from  vacation.  Everyone  is  in- 
vited to  come  to  the  party  dressed  in  the 
garb  of  a  one-to-five-year  old.  (Dame 
Rumor  has  it  that  even  the  faculty  mem- 
bers might  join  us  in  reverting  to  childhood 
clothes,  all  of  which  would  certainly  add  to 
the  fun.)  First,  there  will  be  the  banquet, 
and  afterward  we  skip  to  the  auditorium 
for  dancing  and  games.  Sounds  like  fun! 
It  will  be  .  .  .  See  you  then! 
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Lt.  Commander  Hardg 
Rides  The  Sweeps 

Lt.  Commander  James  D.  Hardy,  son  of 
Mrs.  Lulu  Daniel  Hardy  of  Gulf  Park 
College  featured  in  an  article  in  the  Nov.  25 
Issue  of  Saturday  Evening  Post — A  story 
of  the  men  who  sweep  the  sea  mines  with 
death  as  a  constant  shipmate. 

The  article  reads  in  part:  One  of  the 
men  who  rode  these  sweeps  .  .  .  was  Lt. 
Comdr.  James  D.  Hardy,  Eighth  Fleet  mine 
officer,  who,  not  so  long  ago,  was  profes- 
sor of  physiology  at  the  Cornell  School  of 
Medicine.  Until  he  joined  the  Navy,  he 
forming  experiments  on  human  sensitivity 
to  heat,  cold,  pressure,  and  so  on.  He  en- 
tered the  Navy  with  the  idea  of  doing 
psychological  work  with  Navy  pilots,  but 
when  the  word  got  around  that  he  was  a 
scientist,  he  suddenly  found  himself  a  mine- 
disposal  officer,  and  has  remained  in  that 
job   since  Salerno.   .   .  . 

On  the  very  first  of  these  missions, 
Commander  Hardy  had  to  send  an  urgent 
message  to  our  cruisers,  which  were  fir- 
ing at  the  shore  batteries  of  Toulon,  warn- 
ing them  that  they  were  almost  on  top  of 


Dean  Hatcher  Makes 
7-Point  Christmas  Talk 


Dean  Hatcher's  Chrntmas  address  at  as- 
sembly on  the  subject  I  Love  Christmas 
was  not  only  timely,  but  contained  bits  of 
unusual  information.  She  divided  her  ma- 
terial into  seven  groups:  stars,  candles, 
poinsettias,  legends,  carols,  poems,  stories. 
We  learned  of  the  wide  eyed  freshman  who 
discovered  the  newest  planet ;  of  the  famous 
New  York  candle  makers  who  have  designed 
candles  for  royalty;  of  our  first  U.  S.  Min- 
ister to  Mexico,  Joel  Poinsett,  who  brought 
the  first  poinsettia  into  our  country;  of  the 
old,  old,  legend  of  the  mistletoe ;  of  the  first 
American  Christmas  carol  and  of  "the  war 
of  the  commas"  in  God  Rest  Ye  Merry, 
Gentlemen ;  of  the  use  of  the  Inn  Keeper  as 
a  poetic  theme;  and  of  the  writ'ng  of  Dick- 
ens' Christmas  Carol.  Dean  Hatcher  closed 
by  reading  the  greatest  of  all  Christmas 
stories,  The  Visit  of  the  Wise  Men  by  St. 
Luke. 


White  Christmas 

"It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive"  was  the  dominating  spirit  at  Gulf 
Park's  annual  White  Christmas  held  De- 
cember 13th  at  the  Christmas  banquet.  The 
students  and  faculty  marched  into  the 
dining  room  bearing  gifts  of  food  or  clothes, 
which  they  left  beneath  the  tree  at  the  far 
end  of  the  dining  room. 

These  presents  are  distributed  to  the 
needy,  in  and  around  Gulfport,  by  our 
Y.  W.  C.  A.  members,  under  the  leader- 
ship of  Martha  Townley  and  Barbara  Hand. 

a  mine  field.  Had  he  saved  only  one 
cruiser,  he  would  still  be  worth  his  pay  for 
the  next  few  hundred  years.  As  it  was, 
he  found  a  mine-clear  channel  into  the 
port,  which  not  only  hastened  our  vessels' 
access  to  it  but,  after  the  mines  were 
located  and  charted,  saved  the  lives  of  those 
young  and  stubborn  and,  I'm  afraid  the 
word  "brave"  can't  be  avoided,  Americans 
like  Lt.  Ralph  Wilson  and  the  crew  of  the 
old  29,  who  man  the  mine  sweepers  and 
look  death  in  the  eye  with  such  an  in- 
credibly steady  gaze. 
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Practical  Arts  Club 
Gives  Pie  Party 

Thursday  evening,  November  16,  the  of- 
ficers of  the  Practical  Arts  Club  and  the 
members  of  the  Foods  B  class,  gathered  in 
the  Home  Economic  Department  for  a  "Pie 
Party."  The  Food  B  class  had  made  four 
very  delicious  pies  for  the  occasion,  an  ap- 
ple, pecan,  lemon  and  chocolate,  plus  cheese 
straws.  After  coffee  and  dessert,  plans 
were  discussed  for  the  Annual  Christmas 
Party  that  will  be  held  December  10,  at 
6  o'clock. 

The  department  will  be  decorated  to  re- 
semble a  living  room  of  a  home  with 
a  Christmas  tree  in  one  corner  and  a  fire- 
place in  the  other.  Each  girl  in  the  de- 
partment will  draw  a  name  of  some  one 
else  and  place  a  present  on  the  tree  for 
her.  Cokes,  cookies,  and  candy  are  on  the 
menu  for  refreshments,  all  made  by  stu- 
dents of  the  department. 


Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox  Hosts 
To  Coast  Club,  Guests 

As  I  saw  the  array  of  cars  in  front  of 
Hardy  Hall  on  Wednesday,  November  8,  I 
thought  there  must  be  some  kind  of  con- 
vention being  held,  since  it  was  a  little  too 
early  for  the  arrival  of  parents  for  the 
commencement  exercises!  Upon  inquiring,  I 
discovered  that  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox  were 
holding  their  annual  luncheon  for  the  Coast 
Club  members  and  their  mothers.  The  re- 
ception room  was  attractively  decorated 
with  pink  roses.  While  the  delicious  lunch- 
eon was  being  served,  everyone  became  ac- 
quainted and  all  enjoyed  the  opportunity  of 
chatting    with    Dr.    and    Mrs.    Cox. 

Dean  Hatcher,  sponsor  of  the  Coast 
Club,  was  a  guest  at  the  gathering.  Other 
guests  included  Mrs.  Tom  Adams,  Mrs.  Pete 
Sheely,  Mrs.  E.  F.  Burke,  Mrs.  J.  F.  Van 
Pelt,  Mrs.  C.  C.  Clark,  Mrs.  0.  B.  Linfield, 
Mrs.  Rupert  Cooke,  Mrs.  Ralph  Hicks, 
Mrs.  E.  B.  MacKinnon,  Mrs.  Spencer  Nor- 
vell,  Mrs.  E.  A.  Simmons,  Mrs.  W.  G.  Simp- 
son, Mrs.  E.  M.  Sternberg,  and  Mrs.S.  R. 
Willett. 


PRACTICAL  ARTS 


Christmas  Party  Gay 
With  Gifts  and  Goodies 

The  Annual  Christmas  party  of  the 
Practical  Arts  Club  was  held  on  Sunday 
December  10th,  at  six  o'clock.  The  room 
was  decorated  by  the  students  of  the  de- 
partment, to  give  it  a  home-like  atmos- 
phere. In  one  corner  of  the  room  was  a 
Christmas  tree,  surrounded  by  gifts,  which 
the  students  exchanged.  A  fire  place  at  the 
other  end  of  the  room  added  warmth  and 
coziness   to   the   party. 

After  the  exchanging  of  the  gifts  re- 
freshments, which  were  made  by  the  stu- 
dents of  the  department,  were  served. 
Various  candies,  such  as  fondant,  fudge, 
fudge  logs,  pralines,  crystalized  orange  and 
grapefruit  peel,  glaced  nuts,  were  served. 
The  girls  enjoyed  making  these  candies 
as  much  as  the  crescents,  sugar  cookies,  pea- 
nut butter  cookies,  oatmeal  cookies,  ice 
box  cookies,  brownies  and  Norwegian  but- 
ter cookies.  The  most  outstanding  cake 
served,  besides  the  dark  and  light  fruit 
cakes,  was  the  white  cocoanut  cake,  decorat- 
ed with  a  large  green  Christmas  tree  in  the 
middle. 

The  party  broke  up  about  8:30  after 
everyone  had  had  her  fill  of  good  food 
and  a  wonderful  time. 
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DANCE  REAGUE 


Forty  Loyal  Troupers 
Contribute  Talents 
In  Spotlight  Revue 


The  SPOTLIGHT  REVUE,  a  group  of 
fortv  dancers,  singers  and  readers  made  it's 
1944-45  debut  at  the  Twenty  Third  Street 
U.  S.  0.  Sunday  evening  November  12. 

On  Wednesday  November  22  this  group 
did  a  floor  show  at  a  benefit  dance  in  Bay 
St.  Louis — sponsored  by  the  Rotary  Club 
for  the  boys  from  the  Merchant  Marine 
Base.  They  entertained  again  on  December 
3,  at  the  Fifteenth  Street  U.  S.  0. 

These  performances  are  one  of  the  large 
contributions  that  the  girls  at  Gulf  Park 
College  make  to  the  war  effort.  These 
young  ladies  give  generously  of  their  time 
and  talents  to  help  build  the  morale  of  the 
men  in  the  armed  service,  and  they  feel 
that  their  efforts  are  sincerely  appreciat- 
ed.   The  following  is  a  typical  SPOTLIGHT 

REVUE  program: 

1.  Glee   Club    (two   Numbers) 

2.  Dance    Vee    Freuler 

3.  Reading   Betty   Jo   Varnadow 

4.  Solo    Harriet    Harwood 

5.  Dance  __Mary  Belcher,  Marjorie  Moore, 

Martha    Townley 


6.  Reading    Georgie    Younger 

7.  Dance Marilyn  Inhofe 

8.  Song — Trio   __Patti  Estill,  Jean   Forney, 

Betty   Held 

9.  Dance    Sarah    Norton    Boyles 

10.  Solo    Rae    Alice    Martin 

11.  Dance Alice  Kain 

12.  Dance    Vee    Freuler 

13.  Glee  Club (two  Numbers) 

M.  C.  for  the  program  __Georgie  Younger 

Accompanist   Helen  Stevenson 

Chorus  director Lois  Smith 

Dance   director   Dorothy  Archer 

Speech  director Ida  Mae   Goe 

Tinsel-Trimmed  Tree 
Brings  Christmas  Near 

As  the  strains  of  "Joy  To  the  World" 
filled  Hardy  Hall,  the  members  of  the  Sen- 
ior Class  hurried  happily  down  to  their 
smoker  to  sit  around  their  beautiful  Christ- 
mas Tree  glowing  with  colored  lights,  gay 
balls,  silver  tinsel  and  white  snow  that 
looked  as  though  it  had  just  fallen.  The 
mood  was  one  of  happiness  and  content- 
ment as  they  sat  in  their  friendly  circle, 
feeling  very  close  to  one  another — sharing 
this  Christmas  Spirit  with  the  singing  of 
carols  they  loved  so  well.  Among  this 
small  group  were  two  beloved  friends,  Miss 
Evans,  the  Class  Sponsor,  and  Mama  "T" 
Senior   Hostess. 

The  tree  was  laden  with  presents  that 
were  to  be  exchanged  and  with  much  laugh- 
ter and  excitement  they  were  opened. 
Mama  "T"  and  Miss  Evans  were  presented 
with  gifts  from  the  class. 

After  the  packages  were  opened,  hot 
chocolate  and  cookies  were  served. 

Then  the  belated  and  dreaded  time  came 
for  "lights  out."  The  Seniors  drifted  to- 
wards their  rooms,  tired,  but  happy,  giving 
thanks  for  their  school,  for  a  land  in  which 
they  could  celebrate  Christmas  in  their 
own  way,  and  exclaiming  as  they  went — " 
a  Merry  Christmas  to  all  and  to  all  a  good 
night." 
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"Overtones"  In  Rehearsal 
For  Post-Holiday  Calendar 

The  Senior  Speech  Majors  have  been 
working  on  a  one  act  play  called  "Over- 
tones" by  Alice  Gerstenberg.  It  is  an  un- 
usual play  portraying  the  inner  emotional 
and  outer  cultural  selves  of  the  same  charac- 
ter. This  is  to  be  presented  soon  after 
Christmas  vacation. 

The  cast: 

Harriet Martha  Townley 

Hetty Ann  Craver 

Margaret Hazel  Fryer 

Maggie   Joellen   Murdock 

Mary  Demange  is  the  assistant  director. 

Roller  Skating  Party 
Upsets  Senior  Dignity 

A  bus  rolled  off  campus  Wednesday  aft- 
ernoon, November  8,  bound  for  the  Gulf- 
port  open  air  skating  rink  bearing  the 
majority   of   the   Senior  class. 

Thrills,  chills,  spills,  (the  class  paid  the 
bills)  were  in  store,  as  the  rink  was  smooth 
and  the  music  jumpy.  Jean  Forney,  "Bris" 
Hoover,  Ann  Mason,  Judy  Marr,  Susan 
Hess,  and  Ginny  Harris  proved  themselves 
to  be  among  the  skating  elite,  while  Johns 
and  Stuver  killed  time  by  picking  Vicknair 
up.  Patti  Estill  and  Shot  Cooper  stayed  on 
the  fancy  side  with  their  intricate  steps 
and  Veda  Merle  tagged  along  behind,  try- 
ing to  rhumba.  Jean  Martens  and  Hazel 
Fryer  were  in  such  heaven  that  they  skated 
through  our  supper  of  sandwiches,  dough- 
nuts, and  cakes.  We  all  had  more  confi- 
dence after  dinner  and  a  little  more  energy 
left.  At  6:45  the  skates  came  off  and  we 
stumbled  to  the  bus,  all  "beat  up"  but 
happy. 

Thanks  go  to  Martha  Townley  and 
crew  for  the  supper,  to  Eleanore  and  Mrs. 
Brashear  for  coming  along,  and  to  Al  Kain 
for  pushing  our  party   through. 


Beauty  of  Pageantry 
Marks  Nativity  Play 

A  Nativity  play  by  Walter  Ben  Hare 
with  all  its  pageantry  and  solemnity  was 
presented  by  the  Jet  Maskers  in  the  audi- 
torium at  5 :30  p  .m.,  Wednesday,  December 
13.  The  first  scene  took  place  near  the  Inn 
in  Bethlehem.  The  next  scene  was  the  hill- 
side where  the  shepherds  were  mystified 
by  the  star  and  awed  by  the  appearance  of 
angels.  And  in  the  final  scene  was  the 
Manger  in  Bethlehem  where  all  had  come  to 
worship  Christ.  Filled  with  traditional  re- 
ligious significance,  the  play  was  unusual 
in  that  angels  spoke  in  choric  unison,  the 
bibical  prologue. 

The  cast  was  as  follows: 

Simeon Georgie  Younger 

Isaac Kaye  Taylor 

Deborah  Carol  Bernard 

Rachael Marioda  Simmons 

Priscilla    Nancy    Thomas 

Thomas   Ethel  Hooge 

Ann Blix  Mary  Pate 

Ruth Pat  Prather 

Mary    Sherilyn    Nierstheimer 

Joseph Roberta  Oplinger 

Timothy Harriet  Powlen 

The  Magi: 

Gaspar   Rita   Finch 

Melchoir Polly  Lauten 

Balthazar   Jean   Gray 

Choir  of  Angels:  June  Barber,  Sarah 
Norton  Boyles,  Mary  Winborne  Evans,  Vee 
Freuler,  Susan  Hess,  Marilyn  Inhofe,  Alice 
Kain,  Jane  McDonald,  Allene  Nelson,  Janet 
Rainsburg,  Jan  Squires,  Annette  Simmons, 
Helen  Stegeman,  Mary  Ruth  Stevens,  Bar- 
bara Stevenson,  Marion  Stevenson,  Lillie 
Whilhem. 
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SORORITY    INITIATIONS 


Delta  Alpha 


The  formal  initiation  of  the  pledges  of 
the  Delta  Alpha  Sigma  Sorority  was  held 
Sunday  night,  November  19,  in  the  second 
floor  sun  parlor.  In  the  center  of  the  room, 
was  a  table  covered  with  a  white  linen  cloth 
which  hung  to  the  floor.  On  the  table  were 
placed  two  lovely  candelabras,  each  one  sur- 
rounded by  flowers  in  the  sorority  colors, 
purple  and  gold.  Between  these  were  the 
three  white  Bibles  with  which  the  girls  took 
the  sorority  pledge. 

As  each  new  girl  took  the  pledge,  her 
rat  master  gave  her  a  corsage  of  purple 
chrysanthemums,   tied   with   yellow  ribbon. 

After  the  service  was  over,  there  was 
an  impromtu  program  of  hillbilly  songs,  a 
High  School  trio,  some  imitations,  and  fin- 
ally, group  singing  by  everyone.  During 
this  program,  plenty  of  "cokes"  and  cake 
were    served. 

The  service  and  party  closed  with  the 
singing  of  the  sorority  song,  "Delta  Alpha 
Girl." 


Sigma  Psi 


Again  this  year,  the  old  and  new  mem- 
ber of  Sigma  Psi  Iota  were  bound  together 
by  the  traditional  candle-light  initiation 
service.  On  Sunday,  November  19,  at  6 
o'clock,  all  the  new  members  were  in  readi- 
ness at  the  door  of  the  second  floor  sun 
parlor.  All  were  dressed  in  white  and  each 
girl  wore  a  corsage  of  white  chrysanthe- 
mums tied  with  blue  ribbon,  representing 
the  blue  and  white  colors  of  Sigma  Psi. 
Then,  two  by  two,  they  were  brought  into 
the  sunparlor.  Inside  stood  all  the  old  mem- 
bers dressed  in  white,  also  each  holding  a 
candle.  The  shadows  played  in  all  the 
corners,  but  the  faces  of  the  girls  were 
lighted  from  the  glow  of  their  candles. 
After  every  new  girl  had  been  initiated, 
both  the  old  and  new  members  joined  in 
singing  "Sigma  Psi." 


Delta  Chi 

The  tradition  of  Delta  Chi's  formal 
candlelight  initiation  was  carried  out  again 
this  year.  Initiation  was  held  on  Sunday 
evening,  November  19,  in  ths  Art  Studio. 

As  the  pledges,  all  in  white,  came  in 
through  the  east  doorway,  they  walked 
down  the  aisle  of  the  old  members,  also 
in  white,  holding  their  candles.  The  Studio 
was  dark  except  for  the  glow  of  candle- 
light   and    the    radiant    firelight. 

After  the  last  pledge  had  been  initiated, 
the  old  and  new  members  sang  their  Delta 
Chi  song.  Refreshments  of  pastries  and  ice 
cream  were  served,  and  enjoyed  by  all.  And 
so  the  first  meeting  where  all  were  mem- 
bers came  to  an  end. 


Gulf  Park  Voters 
Give  Dewey  Majority 

"Yea  Dewey!"  and  "Yea,  Roosevelt!" 
echoed  throughout  the  dormitorie3  on  the 
fateful  day  of  November  7.  Yes,  Election 
Day  ....  the  time  when  patriotic  Ameri- 
cans cast  their  votes  for  their  president. 
Not  to  be  left  out  of  anything,  Gulf  Park 
girls  had  their  "say-so"  in  the  matter  too. 
Dr.  Cox  conducted  a  student  poll  in  chapel 
on  Election  day,  and  announced  at  lunch 
that  Thomas  E.  Dewey  was  elected  by 
Gulf  Park  College  as  President  of  the 
United  States,  defeating  Roosevelt  by  ten 
votes.  The  elated  Dewey-ites  cheered,  only 
to  have  their  spirits  dampened  by  the  na- 
tionwide election  returns  the  following 
morning  announcing  the  re-election  of 
Franklin  D.  Roosevelt  for  a  fourth  term 
as  President. 
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Professor  de  Jaive  Guest 
Lecturer  in  Houston 

Professor  Edmond  de  Jaive,  head  of 
the  romance  language  department  of  Gulf 
Park  College,  has  returned  from  Houston, 
Texas,  where  he  was  the  guest  of  the  art 
and  language  department  of  the  University 
of  Houston.  He  addressed  the  faculty  of 
the  University  and  the  professors  of  lan- 
guages of  Rice  Institute,  as  well  as  the 
high  school  instructors  of  the  city,  who 
had  been  invited  to  join  the  meeting. 

In  his  lecture,  he  described  and  dis- 
cussed the  methods  of  teaching  languages 
used  by  the  Army  and  Navy,  pointing  out 
the  parts  of  these  methods  which  could 
be  adopted  in  our  schools  in  harmony  with 
the  general  requirements  of  their  curricula. 

After  this  meeting,  Professor  de  Jaive 
gave  a  lecture  in  French  on  a  literary  sub- 
ject at  the  Alliance  Francaise  of  Houston, 
which  has  a  large  membership.  In  the 
audience  he  had  the  pleasure  of  finding 
many"  graduates  of  Gulf  Park  College. 

Vice  President  J.  Castel  of  L'Alliance 
Francaise  de  Houston  wrote  the  following 
letter  to  Dr.  Cox,  in  appreciation  of  Pro- 
fessor de  Jaive's  visit  to  Houston. 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

It  has  been  a  great  pleasure  and  honor 
for  me,  and  for  the  members  of  the  Al- 
liance Francaise  of  Houston,  to  hear  and 
know  Mr.  Edmond  Mignot  de  Jaive,  of  your 
faculty.       i 

His  lecture  of  Mme.  Lucie  Delarue-Mar- 
drus  and  her  works — given  Tuesday  night 
before  our  group — was  one  of  the  most  in- 
structive and  eloquent  we  have  had.  Our 
members  were  delighted,  and  expressed  their 
approval  openly,  by  warm  applause.  I  am 
still  hearing  compliments  about  the  eve- 
ning. 

It  is  certainly  a  great  privilege  for  your 
well  renowned  college  to  count  among  its 
distinguished  professors  a  man  like  Mr. 
de  Jaive,  who  combines,  in  such  a  pleasant 
personality,  his  wit,  intelligence,  and  wide 
knowledge.     You  may  be  assured  that  his 


Dorothy  Scheidler  Joins 
ARC  Staff  in  England 

Dorothy  Louise  Scheidler,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  J.  Scheidler,  419  East  Main 
Street,  Greensburg,  Ind.,  has  arrived  in 
England  to  serve  the  armed  forces  as  an 
American  Red  Cross  staff  assistant.  She 
is  a  graduate  of  Gulf  Park  College,  Gulfport, 
Miss.,  and  attended  Indiana  University, 
Bloomington,  Ind.,  Miss  Scheidler  is  a  mem- 
ber of  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma,  and  prior  to 
her  overseas  assignment  she  was  an  in- 
structor at  Gulf  Park  College,  Gulfport, 
Miss. 

visit  to  Houston  has  certainly  contributed 
to  increasing  still  more  the  reputation  of 
your  college. 

On  behalf  of  our  group,  I  should  like  to 
express  here  our  thanks  to  Mr.  de  Jaive, 
and  to  you  also,  for  having  made  it  pos- 
sible for  him  to  come  to  Houston. 

Very  sincerely  yours, 

J.    Castel,    Vice-president 
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"In   Autumn   The  Poet   Is   Sad, 


THE    SPIRIT    OF    THE    SAILOR 

There  walks  upon  this  darkened  beach 
Past  twelve  o'clock  at  night 

A  huge  and  frightening  spirit-ghost 
Oh,  he's  an  awful  sight! 


He  walked  there  in  the  days  of  youth, 

When  love  was  new  and  he 
In  thoughtful  moods  of  his  young  dreams 

Could  stroll  in  reverie. 


I'll  stroll  along  those  silver  sands 

On  this  bleak  windy  night. 
Where  once  I  dreamed  gay  youthful  dreams 

My  bitter  soul  shall  fight. 


There  walks  upon  that  darkened  beach 

At  twelve  o'clock  or  more 
A   huge   and  frightening   spirit-ghost 

Who  walked  there  days  of  yore. 

— Nancy  Chappell. 


A  day  there  came,  a  dreary  day 
When  fate  did  deal  to  him 

A  ghastly  hand  of  fatal  cards 
That  made  his  future  grim. 

He  donned  a  suit  of  navy  blue, 
And  left  his  native  land 

To  board  a  trim  white  sailing  boat 
That  needed  to  be  manned. 

He  fought  with  might  and  bravery 
As  well  as  one  man  could. 

He  stopped  a  roaring  cannon  ball 
That  struck  him  where  he  stood. 


FATE'S  JOURNEY 

The  night  was  dark,  the  moon  was  hid- 
A  fog  crept  o'er  the  sea. 
'Twas   on  this  night,  at   twelve  o'clock, 
The  Fates  did  disagree. 


The  Spinner,  with  her  web  of  life 
Was  tired  of  weaving  men, 
"Why  should  I  strive  to  create  them? 
They  all  die  in  the  end." 


His  shipmate  took  him  then  below, 

And  found  to  his  dismay 
That   there   was  naught   that   he   could   do 

To  ward  off  death's  full  sway. 


The  Second  Fate  put  down  her  rule 
And  said,  "The  same  with  me! 
No  matter  how  much  time  they  have, 
They  all  cause  misery." 


He  said,  "My  friend,  this  is  the  end. 

Your  reckoning  day  is  due. 
But  tell  me,  as  a  last  request, 

What  is  there  I  can  do?" 


The  Third  Fate,  with  her  scissors  sharp — 
Said,  "Listen  here  to  me. 
Since  first  of  time  there  has  been  man 
And  man  there'll  always  be. 


With   eyes   up-turned  in   agony 
He   cast   a   maddening  laugh, 

"They're    wrong,    those    fools,    who 
that  they 
Will  write  my  epitaph." 


think 


"Just  why,  'tis  true,  I  do  not  know 
Their  tears  flow  fast,  and  free. 
All  wanting  more  than  they  may  have — 
'What  fools  these  mortals  be'!" 


His  mind  was  shattered,  reasoning  gone 

It  was  a  sorry  sight 
Said  he,   "Shipmate,  I  vow  to  you 

I'll   walk   that  beach   tonight." 


"Yet  there  must  be  at  least  one  man, 
That  in  life  does  not  shirk, 
And  if  we  find  this  one  brave  soul, 
Then  ever  shall  we  work." 
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And  Has  Something  Sad  To  Say" 


The  Fates  agreed  that  this  was  true. 
To  earth  they  went  to  find — 
The  one  brave  soul  that  would   not   shirk, 
To  save  all  of  mankind. 

They  first  went  to  a  wealthy  home. 
The  master  was  away. 
They  saw,  however,  slaves  in  chains, 
And   turned   their  heads  away. 

The  Fates   then  sought   a  battlefield — 
Where  waged  a  contest  bold. 
There  man  struck  man  and  hatred  flowed. 
The  Fates,  their  hearts  were  cold. 

The  Fates   were   tired,   and  most   forlorn. 
"It  is  no  use,"  they  cried, 
"We've  looked  and  looked  and  yet  not  found, 
One  man  that  we  may  pride." 

Before   ascending   heaven's    stair, 
They  glanced  once  more  below — 
And  there,  they  saw  a  little  child, 
Who  stood  with  head  bent  low. 

A  yellow  pup  lay  at  his  feet, 
His  lifeless   corpse  yet   warm. 
The  child,  he  wept  so  brokenly, 
O'er  his  best  friend's  dead  form. 


TO  THE  LAST  MAN 

The  ship  was  fighting  for  its  life 
Upon  the  crimson  sea, 
The  crew  was  scattered  on  the  deck, 
The  shells  were  bursting  free. 


The  captain  stood  upon  his  bridge, 
His  courage  still  intact. 
"Arise,  my  men,  and  man  your  guns, 
The  foe  must  be  swept  back." 


Each  man  he  heard  his  captain's  words, 
And  saw  his  captain  brave, 
And  fell  to  fighting  with  a  will 
His   country   for   to   save. 


The  fight  went  on,  the  night  waned  light, 
The  men  began  to  crack. 
"Fight    on,   my   men,"   the   captain   said, 
"The  foe  must  be  swept  back." 


For  three  more  hours  the  battle  raged, 
And  then  the  men  went   slack. 
No  bursts  of  shell  did  answer  theirs ; 
The  foe  had  been  swept  back. 


The  Fates,  they  saw  and  marveled  at 
This  sweet  but  tragic  scene. 
"Can  this  be  true,"  they  voiced  at  once, 
"In  this  world — stark  and  mean?" 


But  now  the  awful  count  was  seen, 
Of  men  whose  lives  were  lost. 
The  battle  through,  the  foe  was  down; 
How  tragic  was  the  cost. 


"All  mankind's  fate  lies  with  this  child, 
His  tears   absolve  their  hate — 
So  come!  To  unborn  man  we  owe, 
And  dare  not  we  be  late." 

— Madge  Johns. 


Now  many  a  mother's  heart  will  ache, 
And  many  a  bride   will  lack. 
Their  men  went  down  that  awful  night. 
The  foe  had  been  swept  back. 

— Mary  DeMange. 


27 


MINNIE     MINCHELL 


Wonder  what  M.  C.  and  Ricky  wish  when 
they  get  together  Christmas.  It  should  come 
true  if  they  wish  on  all  those  wish-bones 
she's  been  saving. 

What  cute  little  girl  from  Memphis  now 
plays  "Moon  On  My  Pillow"  every  night  be- 
fore she  goes  to  bed?  Oh,  Mac!  You're  so 
cute! 

Seems  as  if  G.  S.  had  a  mighty  good 
time  in  Montgomery  on  Thanksgiving.  All 
those  parties  and  Maxwell  Field,  too.  Joy! 
Joy! 

Golly,  but  the  North  Woods  seem  awful- 
ly cold.  But,  I  guess,  when  a  certain  gal 
and  a  certain  boy  move  up  there  it  will 
warm  up.  I  do  hope  their  tent  will  have  a 
door  and  stove. 

Budapest  certainly  holds  a  strange  at- 
traction for  Sybil.  That  sure  is  a  fur  piece 
off,  but  I  guess  if  Buddy  is  there  it  won't 
be  too  lonesome. 

As  of  Monday  night,  a  new  picture  holds 
the  place  of  honor  in  room  1.  We  think  he's 
cute,  too,  Gene. 

Well,  Georgie,  how  you  do  rate — hav- 
ing a  piece  played  for  you  by  the  Record 
Reveille — and  it  being  "I  Surrender,  Dear," 
at  that.  What  will  Lyman  think? 

Hutch,  please  bring  your  brother  back. 
He's  cute! 

"Back  to  sweetheart  and  lover,"  the 
favorite  song  of  Lloyd.  It's  hard  to  tell  who 
counts  the  days  most  often,  but  I  can  as- 
sure you  we're  all  doing  it. 

Shame  on  you,  Carol  and  June!  Who 
would  ever  think  that  you  two  would  need 
to  read  "The  Art  of  Kissing?"  Who  are 
you  planning  to  use  this  new  information 
on?  Do  tell  us. 

Here's  wishing  Y'all  a  MERRY  CHRIST- 
MAS! 

It  wouldn't  be  Gulf  Park  if: 

Someone  wasn't  endlessly  screaming — 
"Helen  Stegeman,  telephone!" 

Berryhill     didn't     "oh"    and     "ah"    over 
everything. 

P.  T.  wasn't  "so  depressed."  Even  under 
Friendship  Oak — We  wonder! 

"Pitty  Pat"  and  Ducky  weren't  perman- 
ently stationed  in  the  phone  booth.  It  seems 
they  have  a  not-so-boresome-foursome. 


Willie  Mae  wasn't  always  on  an  endless 
search  for  "Miz  Dopey." 

Vee  understood  something  the  first  time. 

What  suite  of  Mama  Cox's  little  kiddies 
has  at  least  decided  that  there  is,  "always 
room  for  improvement?" 

Daisies  to  DeRossitt  for  enlightening 
our  dull  Saturday  night  with  her  Gable- 
Grable  portrayal  beneath  the  smoker  win- 
dow. "Chuckle,  chuckle!"  said  Hoover. 

Flash !  Faye  Dunn  and  "Peaches"  Banks 
prowled  in  for  the  Thanksgiving  Holidays. 
More  fun!  More  people  killed!  Heh,  heh! 

Which  Senior  is  taking  a  mighty  long 
leap  from  a  "peach"  tree  to  an  oil  well? 

Big-Noise-from-Winnetka-Murdock.  Oh 
no,  she's  from  Chicago !  How  could  we  make 
that  mistake? 

Inspiring  message  for  the  day: 
Merry  Christmas! 
Tally-Ho— the   Fox. 

The  Marines  have  landed  and  the  situa- 
tion is  sure  well  in  hand,  isn't  it  Margaret 
Yager  ? 

Mariada    Simmons    invited    M.    M.  Jim 

McFarlan    up   to   Jackson.      Now   that  was 

right   neighborly — or    anything     else  you 
might   call   it. 

Jean  Jamison  is  wearing  Gail's  Mei- 
chant  wings,  but  still  there's  nothing  seri- 
ous between  them,  she  says. 

Jean  Jamison  is  wearing  Gail's  Merchant 
Marine  wings,  but  still  there's  nothing 
serious  between  them,  she  says. 

Phyllis  Spencer  is  another  air-minded 
gal.  Who  wouldn't  be  with  someone  like 
birdman,  Ted  Bayer? 

Oh,  it  was  Anchors  Aweigh  for  Turley's 
Bill  Durbaw  last  week.  Those  shipping  lists 
always  pop  up  too  soon. 

Louise  Hume  and  Jane  Quisenberry 
spend  lazy  hours  in  the  tub  planning  big- 
ger and  better  male  traps.  Hra-mm,  must 
be  from  water  on  the  brain,  gals! 

Betty  Vines  is  still  a  bit  dazed  over  her 
fast-talking  Merchant  Marine  date  at  the 
last  dance.  Why  Bets,  being  a  woman  and 
you  still  couldn't  talk  him  down? 

Most  inconvenient  for  all  her  men  when 
Sylvia  S.  was  in  the  infirmary.  A  few 
week-ends  minus  dates,  actually. 
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ALUMNAE 


NEWS  OF  ALUMNAE 

MARY  STRECKER,  '31,  of  Marietta,  Ohio, 
is  now  doing  social  settlement  work  in 
Washington,  D.   C. 

HAZEL  CHAFIN,  '31  of  Logan,  West  Vir- 
ginia,  is  in  Honolulu  doing  field  nursing. 

LUCYLE  GLOVER,  '31  (Mrs.  William  H. 
Hargis,  Jr.)  and  her  four  children,  two 
girls  and  two  boys,  are  living  with  her 
family  while  Major  Hargis  is  on  duty  in 
the  Pacific  area. 

DOROTHY  SCHEIDLER,  '37,  also  riding 
instructor  at  Gulf  Park,  1943-44,  is  with 
the  American  Rer  Cross  overseas.  Her  ad- 
dress is  Miss  Dorothy  L.  Scheidler,  ARC 
49185,  American  Red  Cross,  APO  413,  in 
care  of  Postmaster,  New  York,  New  York. 

BETTY  BELCHER,  '39,  (Mrs.  W.  J.  Wool- 
wine,  Jr.)  is  at  home  with  her  parents  and 
working  in  her  father's  office  while  her 
husband  is  overseas.  Betty's  little  daughter, 
Margaret  Ann,  is  a  future  Gulf  Parker. 

EVELYN  DAWSON,  '40,  is  Mrs.  A.  H.  Sch- 
wilck,  Rt.  7,  Box  680,  Phoenix,  Arizona. 

RUTH  JANE  HICKS,  '40,  is  still  with  the 
Gulf  Oil  Company.  Her  new  home  address 
is  1115  E.  20th  Street,  Tulsa,  Oklahoma. 

KAY  HICKS,  '41,  is  spending  the  winter  in 
Chicago. 

GRACE  ROGERS,  '41  (Mrs.  Q.  H.  McBride) 
and  her  year  and  a  half  old  son,  Robert 
Elliot,  are  with  her  parents  in  Amarillo 
while  her  husband  who  has  recently  been 
made  a  lieutenant-colonel,  is  serving  in  the 
Pacific. 

BARBARA  REYNOLDS,  '44,  is  studying  at 
the  Art  Institute  in  Chicago. 

NEWS  OF  OTHER  GULF   PARK  GIRLS 

BETTY  BROTHERS  (1930-32)  is  Mrs.  J. 
C.  Strance  of  590  Larchmont  Drive,  Wyom- 
ing, Ohio.  Her  husband  is  overseas.  Betty 
has  three  children. 

ENGAGEMENTS 

ELIZABETH  RHODES  (1941-42)  of  Mar- 
ion, Arkansas,  to  Ford  Turner,  the  wed- 
ding to  be  solemnized  in  December.  The 
bridegroom-elect  was  in  the  Army  and  has 
a  medical  discharge  as  the  result  of  an  in- 
jury in  the  crash  of  a  Flying  Fortress  in 
a  takeoff  for  combat  duty  in  Bizerte,  Africa. 
He  has  the  Purple  Heart,  the  Air  Medal  and 
three  Oak  Leaf  Cluster. 


MARRIAGES 

MARGARET  CAZELL  (1937-38)  to  Cap- 
tain M.  T.  Owen,  December  12. 

JULIA  SEFTON,  '42,  to  Lt.  Thomas  W. 
Sefton,    November   25. 

MARION  CUZALINA  (1942-43)  of  Ponca 
City,  Oklahoma,  to  Pfc.  Robert  Wingo  Gib- 
son, October  14. 

BETTY  MASHBURN,  (1942-43)  to  Captain 
John  Albert  Webb,  October  15. 

DORIS  ALINE  COX,  '44  to  Edwin  G. 
Blanche,   Jr.,   November   12. 

NOLA  JOHNSTON,  '44,  to  Lt.  Roger  Lee 
Mitchem,  November  25. 

BIRTHS 

To  Major  and  Mrs.  William  H.  Hargis,  Jr. 
(LUCYLE  GLOVER,  '31)  a  son,  John  Wil- 
liam,  October  22. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  D.  Ocmand  (MAVIS 
SCHWING,  '36,  Plaquemine,  La.)   a  daugh- 
ter,  Carol  Anita,  November  15. 
To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  Dentschle,  Jr.  (GLADYS 

DUHE,  '42  of  New  Iberia,  La.)  a  son,  Ste- 
phen Adolef  Dentschle,  October  29. 

EXCERPTS   FROM   LETTERS   OF   ALUMNAE 

This  letter  has  been  in  my  mind  since 
last  June,  so  it's  high  time  I  got  it  down 
on  paper.  I  have  never  given  you  a  re- 
port on  the  Red  Cross  interview.  I  went 
to  Washington  in  June  for  it,  but  they 
turned  me  down.  I  was  quite  disappointed 
over  it,  but  there  wasn't  anything  to  do 
about  it.  But  I  do  appreciate  your  help 
on  it.  When  I  couldn't  get  into  one  thing 
I  tried  another,  so  I  am  now  a  private 
in  the  WAC.  I  leave  August  14th  for 
Des  Moines  for  my  six  week  basic  training. 
Then  I  expect  to  be  stationed  in  Wash- 
ington. I  have  just  had  quite  an  experi- 
ence attending  the  National  Democratic 
Convention  in  Chicago.  Mother  was  a 
delegate  from  the  fifth  district  of  Kentucky. 
Did  you  see  about  PEGGY  WILLIAMS' 
marriage  to  Hugh  John  Richards  from  War- 
saw? They  are  living  here  now  and  I 
think  I've  been  at  their  house  every  day 
since  I  returned  from  Chicago.  It's  grand 
to  have  Peggy  here,  but  we  keep  missing 
Maybelle  when  we  see  Peggy.  Maybelle  is 
now  a  storekeeper  third  class,  stationed  at 
Camp  Wallace,  Texas.  She  was  home  on 
leave  in  May.   She  likes  the  WAVES  very 
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much.  I  finally  got  that  M.  A.  degree  last 
June  from  the  University  of  Kentucky. 
Thank  you  again  for  your  help,  and  you 
know  I'll  never  hesitate  to  call  on  you  for 
more  whenever  I  need  it.  I  feel  very  for- 
tunate to  have  you  and  Gulf  Park  behind 
me   for   all    of    you   are    steadfast. 

Harold  Brown  Conally,  '37 

Warsaw,    Kentucky 

You  did  not  raise  your  wandering  daugh- 
ter very  well,  and  I  feel  I  should  speak  a 
little  sternly  to  you  as  she  has  certainly 
shown  a  great  amount  of  no  manners  since 
visiting  you.  Before  I  go  into  how  much 
the  visit  meant  to  me,  may  I  defend  my- 
self meekly  by  saying  that  I  was  put  right 
into  a  picture  upon  arrival  home,  which 
got  me  up  at  5  every  morning  and  sent 
me  to  bed  every  night  at  7:30.  It  also 
sent  me  back  to  Lakehurst,  N.  J.,  for  three 
weeks,  from  where  I  just  returned,  inci- 
dentally traveling  with  JOY  KLISE  (1934- 
36).  I  got  home  only  to  return  to  the  five 
o'clock  routine — so  bewildered,  as  I  went 
into  the  entertainment  world  with  the  er- 
roneous impression  I  was  choosing  a  field 
which  would  allow  me  to  sleep  late!  But 
back  to  Gulf  Park,  there  will  never  be  words 
to  tell  you  how  much  I  loved  being  with 
you  again.  I  had  been  told  so  many 
times  that  it  was  always  a  mistake  to  go 
"back,"  and  in  this  case  my  cynical  friends 
were  so  wrong.  Everything  was  as  nice, 
nicer  than  I  remembered.  Oh,  I  loved  it 
so.  The  girls  were  lovely  to  me  in  chapel, 
it  was  a  tremendous  thrill  for  me.  I  should 
like  for  them  to  know  how  much  it  meant 
to  me.  The  picture  is  not  named  yet,  but 
I  am  doing  the  feminine  lead  in  the  Wal- 
lace Beery  picture  about  blimps — and  all 
five  lines  of  mine  are  fascinating.  I  had  a 
date  with  Clarke  Gable  the  other  night, 
but  I  want  you  to  know  that  fame  and 
fortune  haven't  changed  me*  My  thanks  for 
everything  you   did   for   me,  and   my   love. 

Janie  Clayton,  '37 

(Jan   Clayton 
12017   Tiara   St., 
No.  Hollywood,  Calif.) 


BIRTHDAY   PARTY 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

Immediately  I  was  sent  to  my  room  and 
I  had  to  remain  there  alone  until  the  next 
morning.  This  was  not  the  only  punishment 
I  received,  though.  There  was  another  which 
lasted  much  longer — I  was  was  not  given  a 
birthday  party  until  I  was  eleven.  This  one 
was  planned  by  my  parents,  not  me ! 

— Jean  Drury. 


Former  Students  Visit 


Gulf  Park  was  livened  during  the 
Thanksgiving  holidays  by  the  return  of 
several  "old  girls"  to  the  campus.  Mrs. 
Floyd  Watson,  the  former  Bobbie  Frye,  at- 
tended the  Thanksgiving  banquet  held 
Thursday  night.  She  is  now  getting  her 
first  taste  of  country  life,  living  about 
seven  miles  beyond  Pass  Christian,  since 
her  husband  is  stationed  at  Keesler  Field. 
Having  sold  her  airplane  to  the  government, 
she  has  abandoned  her  former  hobby  of 
flying   for   the   duration. 

Faye  Dunn,  a  '44  gradute,  visited  Sally 
Shirley  and  brought  back  memories  of  last 
year  with  her  stirring  renditions  of  "Chloe" 
and  "What  Can  I  Say  Dear  After  I  say 
I'm  Sorry."  Faye  is  planning  to  enter  the 
W.A.V.E.S.  the  first  of  December  and  we 
wish  her  the  best  of  luck! 

Another  '44  graduate  who  graced  our 
campus  was  "Peaches"  Banks  who  visited 
Sal  Payne.  "Peaches"  is  now  a  junior  at 
the   University   of   Alabama. 

Other  visitors  from  the  University  of 
Alabama  were  Eloise  Eicholz  and  Adair 
Davis,  who  were  juniors  here  last  year. 


Thanksgiving  Dinner 

"The  Mayflower  has  landed!"  "The 
Puritans  are  here!"  "Look  at  the  church." 
These  were  some  of  the  remarks  heard  as 
the  students  came  into  the  dining  room 
Thanksgiving  night.  Four  Puritan  maids 
met  the  faculty  and  guests  at  the  door  as 
they  entered,  to  escort  them  to  their  tables, 
and  then  with  the  singing  of  "America" 
and  grace  by  Dr.  Cox,  the  royal  feast  start- 
ed. 

The  dining  room  was  tastefully  deco- 
rated with  green  and  yellow  shades  and 
green  and  yellow  candles  on  the  tables.  On 
the  sideboard  was  a  simple  country  church 
lighted  from  within,  with  a  Puritan  maid 
standing  in  the  yard. 

Naturally  turkey  and  cranberry  sauce 
held  sway  in  the  room,  and  for  quite  a 
while  there  was  a  lull  in  the  conversation. 
But  finally,  the  banquet  hall  once  again 
rang  out  with  merry  song,  and  then,  with 
the  singing  of  our  Alma  Mater,  the  party 
was  over.  Just  another  dinner,  you  say? 
Oh  no;  it  was  our  Thanksgiving  banquet — 
something  to  be  remembered  and  be  thank- 
ful for. 
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